Bird Songs and Voices 


It's a Sunday morning in March. I'm sitting here in my living room.having my first cup of coffee, 

trying to shake off the remnants of sleep-aid induced sleep. 

To the left of me is my front door. To the right of me is a hallway leading to my bedroom.where 

presently, I hear the noise of my heater going. 

To the left of me, from beyond my front door, I hear the sound of birds chirping outside. 

To the right of me, I hear the voices of these spirit attachments coming in over the noise of my 
heater. 

At times. I'm hearing them both together in unison.a blending of bird songs and voices. 
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